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| lost you 


Author's Notes: 

After seeing SKOM again the scene then Lars is so hurt because he and Bob are the only ones James hasn\‘t 
talked too remained in my head and this is what came out. The story will be slightly-AU messing with the time 
line a bit. Also it\'s my first Metallica slash so hope it turns out oki. 


"The business side of things. That's all | am for him, a business partner." Lars couldn't stop that tough from 
returning over and over in his mind. He could still remember with vivid clarity just how it felt to hear that 


James couldn't deal with him, that he was only a hurdle in his recovery. 


"When did we lost it?" he thought starring into the distance, remembering all the good times, all the smiles, all 
the moments when he thought he meant something for James but apparently somewhere along the way he 
stopped being the best friend and started being the one that made him feel uncomfortable, that made him feel 
pressured. He stopped being part of the solution and became a big part of the problem. 


Rubbing a hand over his tired eyes the drummer smiled sadly, now without the cameras around, without 


people who depended on him he could drop all his shields, he could stop pretending that all that mattered was 


the band and what was going to happen to it. Because nothing in Metallica could ever take the place of the 
friendship he lost. 


Feeling a tear fall slowly to the ground he realized that he didn't cared about anything, it's like all the energy 


has been drained out of him. 


Ever since James left without even a single word Lars felt as tho the show was starting to end, the smoke 
was clearing and mirrors were breaking all around him. "He said he loves us" the voice of the guitarist sounded 
in his mind, "Yeah Kirk, | wish that he would say that, | wish that it wasn't just something you said noticing the 


pain in my eyes. You know me better than anyone, you read me better than anyone." 


Love, that was a word that was never directed at him, or at least not without the help of large quantities of 
alcohol. But still it was the only thing he wanted to hear, the only word his heart longed for ever since he met 


James, he gave his heart from the first moment but never asked for anything in return. 


Maybe James knew how he felt about him, or maybe he only seen it as a friendly love, either way Lars has 
been happy to make a life of its own and feed of the crumbs of affection that we're sometimes directed at 


him. But now he felt he lost even that, like Uli was a distant memory and now he was only Lars, or even worst 


Ulrich. 


Its been a while since he seated himself behind his kit but somehow the loud rhythm he could coax out of 
them seemed so inappropriate for his state of mind, he needed something softer, something to cry like his 
heart was. His eyes felt on James's guitar shaky fingers moved in a slow caress over the body of it but 

refrained from picking it up, like it became a foreign territory, he wasn't allowed there anymore, he lost his 


right to touch , both the instrument as much as the man himself. 


Head down he moved out of the studio, passing the crew , maybe even Kirk or Bob but not being able to 
acknowledge anyone at least until he heard his name being called once he reached the parking lot. Turning to 
see Kirk standing behind him with a worried expression on his face he swallowed the lump in his throat and 


said in a voice much more calmer then he thought he would. 


‘lm leaving. Got a phone call from home. Something about dad needing me for a couple of days and | figured 
since we're not doing anything big right now | might as well be there for him." He met his friend eyes and 
silently prayed that he will just let him go, he needed some time to think, to get a grip on his feelings. 


The look he received in return showed him without a doubt that Kirk could see right through him but 
somehow understood more than enough and with a slight now he said "Oki. | will talk with Bob and Phil for you 
and settle everything. But if the problem with your ..aaa.dad get's more serious please talk to me, don't make 
me go there and drag you back" And with another warning glance he turned and walked back into the building 


leaving the small drummer alone in the parking lot, a state that pretty much reflected the one in his troubled 
heart. 


| need you 


Author's Notes: 

After seeing SKOM again the scene then Lars is so hurt because he and Bob are the only ones James hasn\‘t 
talked too remained in my head and this is what came out. The story will be slightly-AU messing with the time 
line a bit. Also it\'s my first Metallica slash so hope it turns out oki. 


James took a deep breath willing his body to relax and maybe ease the vice grip he had on the steering wheel 
of his car. He was home for about a week now but only today he managed to find the courage needed to face 


his friends, his other family. To face the fears that drove him towards the rehab center. 


Its been more than six months since he left, maybe too little maybe too much, time was the only one who 
could say but he knew that there was no way he could take much more of the self imposed solitude. He 
needed his friends next to him and above all he needed Lars, tho he was sure the drummer was beyond pissed 
by now because his lack of contact James was willing to do anything in his power to make aments and 
hopefully save as much as possible of their friendship. Because even in his darkest hour the thought of Lars 


was what kept him grounded and he needed him now more than ever. 


The first thing that he noticed once he got to the studio was an empty parking spot but he shrugged the 
thought away, maybe Lars simply parked his car somewhere else or he hitched a ride with Kirk or something. 
He approached the door with his head held high, yeah maybe he was a changed man but that was for him and 
for his friends to know, for everyone he was still Mighty Het and was planning on keeping this that way. 


Moving inside he had to stop every few second to greet one or another, soon finding himself enveloped into a 
hug by Bob Rock and then by Kirk still his eyes kept scanning the room , the recording room, he even peaked 
into the office, still no sign of the third member of the band. 


"He left" James turned abruptly being startled by the soft voice he heard from behind. Kirk stood there 
leaning on the wall, hands stuffed into his pockets and a sad look on his face. Seeing the incertitude in the 
singers eyes he continued "He said his dad needed him for something and he just left.” There was no need to 
say who ‘he' was, both being aware of that " The way you acted hurt him bad James, really bad. You of all 
people should know that behind the little Hitler we sometimes love to hate lies such a gentle soul and you 


broke him. | don't know where he is, he left about a week ago and hasn't called since then 


Raising his hand he stopped James from talking wanting to just say what he had to at once and not deal with 
the questions that both hurt him and made him feel useless because he couldn't find an answer to any of 
them " His cell phone is off. And he's not with his dad tho | have the suspicion that they know where he is. So 


the question is : Where are you James? Where do you want to be?" 


The singer closed his eyes hearing his friend talking, has he really hurt Lars so much that he simply took off 


without a single word. He realized before that maybe not calling was not the best approach to this problem 
but like Kirk said it was sometimes easy to forget that Lars was not the in control bastard he made himself 


to be, but he should have realized that under it all there still was his Uli, that every time he looked into those 


soulful green eyes he could see straight to his heart. 


"| want to be with him, wherever that might be. But how can we track him down, | mean Uli is the smartest 
son of a bitch | ever met and if he doesn't want to be found we sure as hell won't find him." He took a deep 
breath to calm his racing heart and seeing the same sadness on his friends face as on his own he moved 
towards the office, maybe something there will give him a hint of where to start looking. 


Sitting in the big chair he started to go through the pile of papers on the desk being honestly surprised of 
how many things passed through the drummers hands, how many thing he took care of in order to spare 
them the trouble. With each passing moment his heart kept beating faster and faster, he was sure that his 
only choice was to find the drummer soon because if he waited until he retuned he might never get his friend 
back, only a band mate that managed to purge himself off all the pain he caused him and came back a changed 


man. 


Eyes falling on a picture of the band he let his finger caress the loved face and whispered in a sad voice "God 


Uli where are you?" 


The boys talk - part | 
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He raised his hand to knock for the second time but still James couldn't find the power to make that small 
gesture. When this all started he figured the hardest part would be finding Lars but now standing in front of 
his hotel room he couldn't for the life of him find the courage to just knock, it was the last step, the point of 
no return and he knew quite well that after this his life will change one way or the other. 


Closing his eyes he remembered of another time he stood in front of this door only that time he was laughing 


and hugging the drummer goodnight before going to his own room. 
~Flashback~ 


‘Come on man go to your room, you need some sleep." Lars said laughing and supporting his drunk friend. "We'll talk 


tomorrow when you will be nursing one of your best hangovers." 


"Nah m'room is way too far and too empty. | want to stay with you, love you." The answer came in a slurred 
voice but despite the state of mind he was in he spoke only the truth, a truth his friend choose to ignore and 
place the blame on the drinking. 


"Yeah sure you do James, sure you do." 
~End Flashback~ 


"I really do" the singer said in a soft voice and opened his eyes , the memory so close to the surface. Maybe 
it was only a small thing but it seems bigger for him and apparently for Lars too since he choose this 
particular room. Finding the courage he needed James knocked once softly on the door and just as he was 


getting ready to knock again the door opened and he found himself looking into bright green eyes. 


"Can't a person break down in peace?" Lars mumbled into his pillow upon hearing the knock on the door and 
though he was tempted to just bury his head under said pillow and ignore it something made him believe that 
was not an alternative. Standing up he picked the robe he dropped before crawling in bed and after fastening it 
the drummer opened the door to find himself face to face with the last person he expected to find. 


"Oh sure a phone call is too hard to make but let me actually wish to be alone and you sure as hell show up." 
Lars tried to only put annoyance in his tone burying all his other feelings as far as he could while making sure 


to keep the door as closed as possible the ‘don't want you here' message clear in his demeanor. 


He watched as James blinked a couple of times and then talk in the soft voice that has always been his 
undoing "| missed you Uli." How could he close the door now and turn away? Still some small part of his brain 


was screaming at him to stand his ground, that backing down will only mean getting hurt again. 


"You sure have an interesting way of showing that. If you missed me you could have gave me a call in the last 
b months or so. So forgive me if | don't buy it James. " fixing him with a hard look Lars continued "I get it, 
you worried about the band, figured your drummer finally lost it and you're trying to make sure things will be 
oki. Let me reassure you, l'm not leaving Metallica, hell there's nothing in the world that will make me leave so 
you don't need to worry and also you don't need to be here. So.." he let the sentence trail trying to find the 
best way to express what he wanted and also try to get a grip on his emotions. "I'll see you Monday at HQ 
when we'll hopefully be able to start working." Looking at James one more time the drummer tried to close the 
door needing that barrier between him and the singer, needing to be alone but he was stopped by a strong 
hand gripping his wrist. 


"Fuck Metallica" James said in a fierce tone that demanded the full attention from his friend. "| don't care 
about the band. l'm here for you Squid, for us. Because there is nothing more important than fixing out 
friendship." One look into those stormy green eyes told the singer that his confession came as a surprise to 
the other man and made him realize once again that honesty was the only thing that might help him now. 


Relaxing the grip he had on the other mans wrist he noticed what Lars didn't pull away he just stood there 
not knowing what to do, "| want us to talk Lars, | want to solve this. | am sorry for not calling, for making you 
feel like you didn't matter but you have to believe me that's the farthest things from the truth. You matter 
so much." While he was talking James let his fingers softly caress the drummers’ wrist and prayed that he 


will listen, that they will be able to sort things out. 


Lars took a deep breath trying to calm his racing heart, he had to admit that every single word struck a 
chord inside him and there was nothing that he wanted more than to listen to James, to just let go and trust 
that he will be there to catch him. Reluctantly he moved from the door letting the singer enter and went to 
sit on the sofa, already missing the physical contact between them; his wrist burning where only moments ago 
has been held and caressed by strong fingers. Lifting his head he said in a soft voice "l'm listening.’ 


Looking around the room James moved towards the sofa having a seat on the coffee table right in front of 
his friend. Taking Lars's hands in his James looked into his eyes and said with the utmost honesty "I was 
scared Uli, that's why | never called. | was scared of the person I've become, of the way | was treating the 
ones | loved. But most of all | was scared of the way you we're acting. | mean everybody just pushed back, you 
didn't, you just let me walk over you, you did everything to make things good for me without once thinking 
about yourself. And | was afraid | will hurt you too much, that one day I'll just go overboard. So | decided to 
leave, get my life back on track and only come back when | would feel that | was worthy of such friendship, 
such devotion" He raised his hand to softly caress the drummers cheek "When | would be worthy of your love 


Lars. And I'm not saying that that was the best way to act but it was the only way | knew how." 


James kept looking at his friend, silently praying that he managed to make him understand what he was 


thinking when he left, he never meant to hurt Lars, never meant to have this wall lifted between them but it 
happened and now he had to do whatever he could to break it down. He watched the emotions play in those 
beautiful green eyes, watched the hurt be replaced by hope and maybe even love. 


"God James | don't know what to say | mean you could have talked with me or, | don't know | just wanted to be 
there for you. Things between us were bad enough and | was afraid that by pushing back | would only push 
you out of my life and | wasn’t ready to deal with a world without you, | don't think | will ever be ready for 
that kind of world" Lars confessed in a soft voice not truly daring to look at his best friend, his heart skipped 
a beat when James said he wanted to be worth of his love and he prayed that the singer felt something for 
him too, still he was afraid to truly let himself hope. 


tbc.. 


